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Seeming to wait till, gradually wid'ning from far-
off horizons,
Piling the  deeps  up,  heaping  the  glad-hearted

surges before it,
Gathers the thought as a strong wind darkening

and cresting the tumult.
Then every pause, every heave, each trough in the

waves, has its meaning;
[Full-sailed, forth like a tall ship steadies the theme,

and around it,
Leaping beside it in glad strength, running in wild

glee beyond it,
Harmonies  billow exulting and floating the  soul

where it lists them,
Swaying the listener's fantasy hither and thither

like driftweed.
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'T WAS sung of old in hut and hall
How once a king in evil hour
Hung musing o'er his castle wall,
And, lost in idle dreams, let fall
Into the sea his ric g of power.

Then, let him sorrow as he might,
And pledge his daughter and his throne
To who restored the jewel bright,
The broken spell would ne'er unite;
The grim old ocean held its own.